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_ The Huse is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are Fragrant, and the Woods are Green. 
Uncouple-here, and let us make a Bay —— | 
| here let us fit, 
And whilft the babbling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 
Replying fhrilly to the well-tun’d Horns. 
As if a Doub/e Hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down, and mark their yelling Noife, 
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The PREFACE. or 
«© 7 fhould now fpeak of the Beauty of Rhine, and 


. the juft Reafon I have to prefer that Way of Writing 


in Tragedies before ours in Blank Verfe: But becaufe 
it is partly received by us, and therefore not alioge- 


| ther peculiar to them, I will fay no more of it in Re- 


lation to their Plays, For our own, I doubt not but 
it will exceedingly beautify them ; and I can fee but 
one Reason why it foould not generally obtain, that is, 
becaufe our Poets write fo il init. T bis, indeed, 
may prove a more prevailing Argument than thofe. 
which are ufed to deftroy it; and therefore I am 
troubled when great and judicious Poets, and thofe 
who are acknowledged fuch, have writ or fpoke 
againft it: As for others, they are to be anfwered 
by that one Sentence of an antient Author. 


Sed ut primo ad Confequendo eos quos priores 


-ducimus accendimur, ita ubi aut preteriri, aut 


gequare eos pofie defperavimus, ftudium cum fpe 
fenefcit: quod, fcilicet, Affequi non poteft, fequi 
definit ; practeritoque eo in quo eminere non pofiu- 
mus, aliquid in quo Nitamur conquirimus: 
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HE gently warbling Lyre no 
more I ftring, 

The Cuace, its Hounds, the 
various Ufe I fing. 

Great Prince! whom Cambria’s 
Hills their Lord proclaim, 

Accept my Lays, and guide thy 
Bard to Fame. 

Whillt grateful Citizens thy Trophies raife, 

And living Annals fpeak great Brun/wick’s Praife. 

Whilft the admiring Fair with am’rous Pain 

Behold thee pafs, and look, and figh in vain. 

Whilft crowded Theatres with foft-tun’d Notes, 

Exotic Minftrels, and fhrill warbling Throats, 


At 


[ 6 ] 
At Nature’s, and at Manhood’s vaft Expence 
Hail thee with dying Sounds devoid of Senfe, 
My Horn hoarfe-founding its loud Clarion brings 5 
And courts thee to the Chace, the Sport of Kings: 
Image of War, but ina pleafing View, 
Where not its Terrors, nor its Crimes purfue. 
The Mufe o’er Rocks thy foaming Steed fhall guide, 
And be thy Guardian on the River’s Side : 
Smiling aloft around thy Temples foar, 
Light bounding o’er the Wave from Shore to Shore. 
‘Thou our Great Hepe, to thee for Aid we fue, 
Shou’d future Princes former Feuds renew. 
Carelefs of Right, and guileful fhould invade 
Thy Britain’s Commerce, or moleft her Trade. 
Should they the Balance ftrive to wreft in vain, 
In chearful Green array’d thy hunter Train, 
(A Band undaunted, Danger prompt to meet) 
Shall compafs thee around, die at thy Feet. 
Or thro’ the embattled Foe a Pafflage hew, 
And clear away toFame infpir’d by, You. 
Hunt Glory, arduous, with their lateft Breath, 
‘Thro’ Fire and Smoke, and Blood, and Fields of 
| Death, 
Nature’s Produétions flow with Time and Pain, 
Perfection’s Summit labour to attain. 
So Leifure Art proceeds by juit Degrees ; 
Till Time and Judment form the finifh’d Piece. 
NIMROD (bold Hunter) firft taught Beafts to fly, 
And ftain’d the Woodland Green with purple Dye. 
Young and unpolifh’d then their Snares but few, 
Their Will their Guide, no Art the Hunters knew. 
| | ere 


et 
With Clubs and Stones th’ untrain’d Bands they 
arm’d, 

And artlefs Toils of twining Ofiers form’d. 
Then range the Hills, the Plains below they fcour, 
The Herd ftart at the Sound unheard before. 
The clam’rous Shout appalls their lift?ning Ears, 
They ftart confounded with unufual Fears: 
Surpriz’d in Man a dreadful Foe to find, 
Whom late their Mafter was, moft mild and kind. 
By Death wide wafting o’er the Plain purfu’d, 
They fee grim Slaughter follow red with Blood. 
Men urg’d by Hunger keen, wound, tear and kill, 
And know no Bounds to their licentious Will. 
Joyful they bear the weighty Spoils away, 
And on their Shoulders reeks the bleeding Prey. 
Part on their Altars fmokes ; an Off’ring paid 
To that dread Pow’r by whom halntaics were made: 
The reft they broil, unfkill’d in all the Sorts 
Of pamper’d Luxury that dwells in Courts. 
Thus Want and pure Devotion firft began 
To yield the Brute a Victim unto Man. — 
Tho’ dire the Deed, yet guiltlefs was the Chace, 
The Herb alone could not fuftain our Race. 
All Things that move, to lab’ring Man as Food, 
Were giv’n, tho’ at the higheft Price of Blood. 
Heaven to Mortals thus indulgent grants, 
Whatever’s in Proportion to our Wants. 

In After-times, by Induftry or Chance, 
The Art tow’rds due Perfection did advance. 
Our painted Sires within this Ife remote, 
Unfkill’d in nobler Arts, to Arms devote: 


~ 


Were 
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Were flow to learn ’till from the Neafrian Shore, 
Victorious Witt1am wafted Knowledge o’er : 
Did by juft Rules their ftubborn Tempers break, 
And, whilft he conquer’d, taught em how to fpeak. 
The Hounds he chear’d, his Lords, with Joint Ac- 
claim, . 
At the known Cry, confefs his gen’rous Aim. 
Hence Hunters learn’d in bloody Leagues to join, 
And the rude Pack to rear and difcipline. 
Hail, happy Britain! ’tis to thee decreed : 
Thee! favour’d Ifle! to train the fprightly Steed, 
(Swift as the Wind, or thofe that heretofore 
Thro’ armed Ranks the great Pe/ides bore,) 
Which proudly neighing with the Rifing Sun, 
Begin, and e’er his lengthen’d Courfe he’ath run, 
With chearful Ardour, faithful to command, 
Hath meafur’d half the Surface of the Land. 
In thee, fair Land of Liberty, is bred 
Alone the perfect Hound in Scent and Speed. 
Unrivall’d here—in other Climes they ceale; 
Or fink into a vile degen’ raté Race. 
Vain round our Coaft malignant Steams appear, 
~ Or foggy Vapours load the thick dull Air : 
The Huntfman ever gay, robuft and bold, . 
Defies the noxious Vapour, dank and cold. 
Still the dear Exercife his Thought employs, 
And cheats his Sou! with ever-fpringing Joys. 
Ye vig’rous Youths, by fmiling Fortune bleft, 
Of large Demefnes, huge Heaps of Wealth poflett. 
Heap’d copious by your wife Forefather’s Care ; — 
-To my Inftructions, now attend and hear. 


Whilft - 
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Whilft I the Pleafures of the Chace relate, 
Fit only for the Healthy and the Great, 
Teach ye the gen’rous Steed fafely to rein, 
When with full Force fwift ftretching o’er the Plain, 
To chear the Pack when to the ecchoinge Wind 
Note under Note in tuneful Confort join’d. 
What tho’ Time’s gripe the feeble flow Difeafe 
Numbs my rich Veins, and all my Sinews ceafe, 
Undaunted ftill, unfall’n amidf the Blatt ; 
(As on on the Afh Jove’s Bolts in vain are caft. ) 
In Fancy’s Mirror I review the Scene, 
And every Deed with ‘Joy live o’er again, 
When o’er the genial Bowl with Hand and Voice 
Point out the winding Way and count paft Joys ; 
Se the poor Vet’ran talks o’er the paft F ight, 
That {weet Garrulity his fole Delight. 

The Kennel let the Huntfman firft inf pect, 
Upon fome little Eminence ereé, 
Fronting the Sun, and op’ning to its Gleams, 
When on the Hills he fpreads his golden Beams, 
For much the Pack, at the firft ttreaks of Day, 
Delight to bafk in his all-chearing Ray ; 
Warn'd by the Light, and by the Lark’s fweet 

Notes, ; 

Forth rufh the jolly Clan with tuneful Throats ; 
They carol loud, and in grand Chorus join, 
Salute the Day, and own the Pow’r divine ; 
Not Plants alone, but Men and Brutes confefs 
His rifing Influence, his Radiance Bletfs. 

Fountain of Light! without thy Aid, in vain 
The Mufe attempts to modulate her Strain : 

; . B The 
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The tunelefs unftrung Lyre is thrown away, 
The Bard, defponding, o’er the unfinifh’d Lay. 
Let lofty Pillars prop the mighty Dome, 

Where the poor tatter’d Wretch fhall find his Home ; 
Where he fhall find a Refuge from his Want, 
Forget the pinching Blaft, and hail the Grant. 
Let each Apartment rife, for Ufe, not State, 
Quite plain, and not extravagantly great. 
Cleanly and neat, no Scraps ftrew’d o’er the Stones 
To kindle fierce Debate, no half-pick’d Bones, 
Their nicer Scent too quickly to deftroy, 
And end the Sportfman’s Hopes of future Joy. 

Soon as they’ve lapp’d their Viands Eve or Morn 
From the full Ciftern Jet the Streams return, 
To wath thy well pav’d Court; this never fail, 
For much to Health doth Cleanlinefs avail. 
Seek’{t thou for Hounds to climb the rocky Steep 
The Covert brufh, or o’er the Forefts {weep. 
O’er Fallows and frequented Roads purfue 
And with nice Scent unwind the doubtful Clue. 
Let ’em not midft the wide Inclofure feel 
A noifome Stench, or any noxious Smell, 
But then admit thro’ the bare waving Trees 
The nitrous Air and purifying Breeze. 

Water and Shade no lefs demand thy Care, 

Inclofe th’ adjacent Field in a large Square. 
There let the Line uprear its lofty Head, 
The Elm and Beech with Leaves intwining {pread. 
Happy! if at their Roots the Water flows, 
And in its Stream the Grove inverted fhews. , 
Here when the Sun-beams pierce the thicken’d Glade, 
And the fierce Dog-ftar {corches thro’ the Shade, 
| The 
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The crouded Kennel reftlefs all and faint, 
Loll their dry Tongues, and drop their Tails and pant: 
Lead forth the Tribe, here plunging to the Wave, 
They'll dafh, and fport, and wanton, as they lave : 
Gulp the cool Draught, and {wim from Shore to Shore, 
And vex the troubled Flood with wild Uproar. 
Then ftretch their dripping Limbs upon theGround, 
Or elfe in wanton Ringlets coarfe around, 
Purfuing, and purfued, a different Way 
The merry Multitude difporting play. 

But here with clofe obfervant Eye attend, 
For oft their Frolicks do in Bloodfhed end. 
High o’er thy Head thy Whip refounding raife, 
And with fierce Menaces o’er-rule their Frays. 
For oft in Sport begun Combat enfues, > 
And each his Teeth in t’others Blood embrues, 
On Haunches rear’d, with Fangs and Claws they 

wound, 

’Till the Subdu’d half dead lies on the Ground. 
Sudden th’ ignoble Croud his Carcafs feize, 
And with loud Clamour drag it different Ways, 
O Beafts of Pity void! the Weak t’ opprefs 
Emblem too juft, of Man’s degen’ rate Race, 
Like them upon the friendlefs Weak to fly, 
And taunt the fallen with one mutual Cry, 

Others apart, by Native Inftinct taught, 
Knowing Inftruétor, with all Wifdom fraught. 
’Moneft the rank Grafs and Plants falubrious ftray, 
Stor’d with the Juice each Ferment to allay, 
Thus from the Hand beneficent and kind 


Their Great Phy/ician they a Noftrum find. 
B 2 Now 
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Now ftiff with Age, and many a painful ass 
The wife old Hound regardle!s lies at Eafe : 
In Dreams runs o’er again his former Toil, | 
Perplex’d, now puzzles on the doubtful Soil. 
Unfolds her Doubles, bounds with Speed away 
O’er the green Lawn to feize his panting Prey. 
No Fears his peaceful Slumbers now deftroy, 
But in low Sounds he whimpers out his Joy. 

Seleét a Hound for every Chace with Care, 
Nor, over-match’d, deftroy the tim’rous Hare. 
That let the Courfer do, mean, murd’rous, vile, 
Intent on nothing elfe but Blood and Spoil. 
Strive thou t’ enlarge thy Blifs another Way, 
And give free Scope to all her fubtle Play. 
By Nature led to various Shifts fhe flies, 
A thoufand Arts the Hound thro’ inftinct tries. 
High o’er his Back he twifts his waving Tail, 
Purfues her clofe, and rings her doleful Knell, 
See, with a courtly Grin, the fawning Hound 
Salutes thee, cow’ring humbly to the Ground. 
Curls high .with his wide op’ning Nofe 
In foothing melt his Eyes as black as Sloes. 
His gloffy Skin with various Tints invites 
By Nature’s Pencil drawn in Shades or Lights. 
See Spots adorn his Legs, his Ears, his Side, 
Fleck’d like the Pard in gay enamell’d Pride. 
And o’er his Back his rufh-grown Tail is bent, 
His Shoulders firm for Strength and Fleetnefs meant. 
Flis round Cat-foot, flrait Hams and Thighs wide 

fpread, 
And his low dropping Chef, his Swiftnefs aid, 
So 
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So well, fo nice proportion’d in each Part, 
That Phidias {elf mutt blame defective Art, 
But here obferve.a juft due Mean in Size, 
Nor Hounds full darge, nor the too fiall ones Prize. 
The Giant-Hound but little Way can make, 
Or bleeds embarrafs’d in the thorny Brake. 
The pigmy Brood’s moil’d in the clogging Clay, 
And panting they behind inglorious ftay ; 
Or fhivering with the Cold they couchant lie, 
Or to the friendly Buth for Shelter fly. 
But Hounds of middle Size, active and ftrong, 
Scour all the Plains, and {weep with Eafe along. 
°Tis thefe fulfil the Sportfman’s Hope alone, 
And with Succefs his gen’rous Labours crown. 

As fome brave Chief his gay Battalion forms 

In equal Ranks, and by juft Motion charms. 
Their Steps, their Arms, their Size the fame, 
And one united Blaze darts from the Gleam. 
Reviewing Gen’rals praife ’em as they move, 
And e’en great George does with a Smile approve. 
So fhou’d the Pack, in focial Order join’d, 

To Ranks and ftri€ét Decorum be confin’d. 

But if of different Sorts, harfh-founding Notes 
And Noife difcordant breaking from their Throats 
Thy hearing fhall offend, a lagging Line 

Of babling Curs thy Confort thall disjoin. 

Or fhou’d th’ amphibious O/ter be thy Chace, 
Or thro’ the Woodland you the Stag would trace ; 
Or if the Thunder of the Field you chufe, 

The deep flew’d Hound is fitteft for thy Ufe, 

Bred up with Care, ftrong, heavy, flow in tread, 
Whofe Ears down hanging from his thick roundHead 
| | Shall 
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Shall fweep the Morning Dew,—whofe clanging 
Voice 

Shall make the Mountain eccho with his Noife. 
Of thefe the Talbot kind moft Merit thews, 
Ufeful of old, white as the A/pine Snows. 

On Tweda’s Banks flow-winding thro’ the Vale, . 
Where Armies oft each other did affail, 
The Seat of Rapine once, e’er Anna’s Arms, 
Brought Peace again, and filenc’d War’s Alarms, 
There dwelt a thieving Race enur’d to Blood, 
Who warr’d for Sport, and pilfer’d for their Food. 
Nor did their Art of that arch * Felon’s fail, 
Who crew his lowing Prize back by the Tail. 
Tho’ vain his Wiles, the Rock no Shelter prov’d, 
His Foes behold the Flames break forth unmov’d ; 
His forfeit Life, a Debt was juftly giv’n 
To wrong’d Alcides and avenging Heav’n. 

They ford the Stream beneath the Night’s dark 

Veil, 

Prole far and near and they all meet, affail, 
Steers, Flocks and lowing Herds become their Prey, 
They from ftrong Bars the fav’rite Horfe convey. 
When firft the Morn reveals the Owner’s Wrong, 
Forth from his Lips a thoufand Curfes throng, 
With ghaftly Vifage calls his Friends around, 
With Voice indignant chears his faithful Hound, 
His curling Tail the Brute’s fage Vigour fhews, 
And bending low plies round his bufy Nofe ; 
Inquifitive the fteaming Vapour fnufts, 
Nor leaves untried, but fearches all the Turfs ; 
Se 


* Cacus, Vid. Virg. Zn. Lib, VIII. 
But 


L 15] 

But now the recent Stains his Strength employ, 
His Heart beats quick, his Tail attefts his Joy. 
Then with deep-op’ning Mouth the Welkin tears 
Loudly th’ audacious Felon’s Road declares. 
Then Foot by Foot he marks his winding Way, 
Whilft all the lift?ning Crowd their Guide obey, 
Thro’ Fords, o’er Heaths and barren Hills of Stone, 
O’er beaten Paths, o’er Plains with Furze o’ergrown. 
Unerring he purfues, till at the Cot 
Arriv’d, he fiercely tears the Wretches Throat. 
And the ftol’n Prey with Eafe he carries thence, 
Strange Pow’r of Native Inftin&, or of Senfe. 

Shou’d fome more curious afk——whence then 

this Pow’r? 
Whence this Sagacity of tracing o’er 
The Steps of Man or Brute whene’er they ftray ? 
What Guide invifible points out the Way? 
Over the dank Marth, the fandy Plain, bleak Hill, 
What Guide invifible direéts ’em ftill, 
The Caufe the Mufe fhall tell—the B/ood that pours 
In crimfon Tides or parts in fmaller Show’rs 
Propell’d, the /erous Particles evade 
Thro’ the free open Pores then unatray’d, 
And mix entangling with the ambient Air, 
Or fly promifcuous either here or there, 
(As fuming Vapours o’er the Brook appear 
Prefs’d by the vaft incumbent Atmo/phere.) 
The panting Chace thus giddy Motion fires 
Which thro’ the Network of the Skin per{pires, 
A fteaming Trail behind reeks with warm Stains, 
And by the cooler Air condens’d remains, 
Unilefs 
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Unlefsit with fome ruder Storm doth meet, 
Or the Sun rarefies it with his Heat. 
~ On ev’ry Shrub the warm #ffuvia rife, 
Hang on the Grafs, impregnate Earth and Skies s 
With Noftrils opening wide, o’er Hill and Dale 
The vig’rous Hounds the grateful Steam inhale. 
Pleafure their tingling Nerves, works to Excefs, 
They in ftrong Melody their Joy confefs. 
Thus on the Air the Hunters Hopes depend, 
When ruddy Streaks the joylefs Ev’ning end. 
Or low’ ring Clouds o’erhang the Mountain’s Brow, 
When nipping Frofts, or keen cold Tempetts blow. 
When the dry parching Eaft fends forth its Wind, 
To render Bloffoms and the Fruit unkind. 
In Pity let thy Hounds hard Labour ceafe 
In Beds of Straw, then leave them at their Eafe, 
Liftlefs they fhrink to forme Recefs or Nook, 
Nor hear thy Call the’ oft theu doft invoke. 
Or if perchance rouz’d, at thy Voice they rife, 
Glaz’d, lifelefs, dull; and heavy, gleam their Eyes ; 
‘Their Tails inverted downwards drop thro’ Fear, 
And on their Backs the pointed Briftles ftare. 
Or ’moneft the Tufts they wafte the dank cold Morn, 
And crop.the Weeds, fick, fpiritlefs, forlorn. a 
Thefe inaufpicious Days, at Home employ, 
Th’ improving Friend fhall aid thy growing Joy. 
Then o’er the genial Bow! in Confort fit, 
And Science glean, mix’d with good-natur’d Wit. 
But if great ove or the inclement Sky, 
This pleafing happy Intercourfe deny ; 
Turn o’er the facred Volumes of the Dead, 
The Deeds of Heroes paft remark and read. 


With 
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With them, whilft Books their facred Aé&s rehearfe, 
Thou doft in Thought familiarly converfe. 
Then when the Examples of old Greece or Rome’ 
Enlarge thy Heart, blefs the Almighty Doom. 
By which to Britain Liberty-‘is giv’n, 
That Balm of Life, that bef great Gift of Heav’n, 
Freedom cheap-purchas’d, tho’ by-Blood obtain’d, 
Thus Hunting fhall not be from. thee reftrain’d. 
Weil bred thou to the Chace fhale all invjte, 
Whilft Booklefs Youths but in the Skut delight, 
Who ’midit Ooder all their Time divide, 
And rufty Couples jingling by their Side. 
Know! Pleafure was beftow’d by Heav’n’s dread 

YLord, | | 
Wifdom’s Relief, and Virtue’s great Reward, 
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JOR lefs delights th’ attentive Sage to trace, 
Infiiné that guides unerring the Brute Race. 
Vainly does Man difpute his Wifdom’s Pow’r, 
This oft tranfcends, oft mimicks Reafon’s Lore. 
Heav’n-taught the Roe-Buck f{wift with Ardour flies, 
And at his Eafe the foll’wing Pack defies, 
Till che warm Scent now frefhens on the Blade, 
From his clofe Foes once more he ftarts difmay’d, 
In vain they ftretch or cur] their high-rais’d Tails, 
They flag fatigu’d, each flacken’d Sinew fails. 
They pant, they foam, whilft o’er the Lawn he bounds 
Or mounts the Hill, and all their Hopes confounds. 
C 
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With matchlefs Speed out-ftrip the fleeteft Wind, 
And leave the lagging Multitude behind. 
Hail gentle Dawn! Mild bluthing Goddefs hail ! 
Rejoyc’d I fee thee draw thy purple Veil. 
Streak’d Skies and radiant Gems thy Way extend, 
And orient Pearls from every Shrub depend. 
Farewel, CLEOR.A, Sleep all Thought fthall drown, 
With happy Dreams amus’d, deep funk in Down. 
Till thy officious Maids the Zea fhall give, 
Which grateful-Steams fhall tempt thee to receive: 
Or till the Toilette plac’d, thy Prefence claim, 
(Important Work!) to aid thy beauteous Frame. 
With me frefh Joys thy Female Charms fupplant, 
The Pack awak’d, their early Mattins chant 
Impatient wait, nor brook my long Delay. 
Hark! the fonorous Horn too calls away ; 
My Courfer hears their Voice; fee there with Ears 
And Tail erect, neighing the Ground he tears. 
Fierce Raptures in his red’ning Eyes are feen, 
And raging Pleafure boils in every Vein. 
As captive Boys that trembling learn thro’ Fear, 
Aw’d by the Frowns of Petlavoriies fevere: 
From their hard T'afks difmifs’d, leap, bound away, 
And give a Loofe to all their frolic Play. 
The joyous Pack nor feel their Freedom lefs, 
A thoufand wanton Gai’ties they exprefs 
Their inward Extafy, their Sport retain’d, 
Confinement loft, and Liberty obtain’d. 
The rifing Sun, that o’er th’ Horizon fhines, 
Reflects fuch Colours from their gloffy Skins ; 
As April Rains to gazing Mortals thew 
When they defcending paint the various Bow. 
Dehght- 
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Delightful Scene! where all around is gay, 
Men, Horfes, Dogs, All hail the new-born Day. — 
Frefh blooming Health, true Foy, and hearty Cheer, 
In every {miling Countenance appear. 
Huntiman, lead on! the cluft’ring Pack behind 

Submifs attend, by thee to Rule confin’d ; 
And, trembling, crouch beneath thy Whip’s dread 

Sway wits 
Loud-clanging, or thy harfher Voice obey. 
The ftragling Cur that wildly roves attack, 
And print thy juft Refentments on his Back 
With Lafhes, biting-quick, his Carcafe load, 
Till with a Howl he creeps amid the Crowd. | 

Here on this verdant Spot, where Nature kind, 
With double Bleffings glads the Farmer’s Mind, 
Where Flow’rs autumnal fpring, and the rank Mead 
Invite the wand’ring Hares abroad to feed, 
Throw off thy Pack, their bufy Vigour view, 
How they range round, and dafh the glitt’ring Dew. 
If fome ftaunch Hound, with his authentick Voice, 
Avow the recent Trail, with mutual Noife 
The welcome News confirm, his Call atteft, 
By ecch’ing Hills, and murm’ring Brooks confetft, 
Now drive the Furrow, now they thread the Brake, 
And wifely now their eager Hafte they check. 
Now onthe fallow’d Ground their Vigour try, 
And oft a Paufe divides the tuneful Cry ; 
Till in the Vale again they find the Clue, 
And with redoubled Joy the Chace purfue. 
What artful Labyrinths her Purpofe crofs, 
She pants !—and now fee there fhe lies, —How clofe! 
| Trembling 
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Trembling the doubts, and fcarcely Life abides, 
The Grafs, of Rufflet Hue, her Carcafe hides : 
But that her Eyes, full-beaming glow with Life, 
Her Wiles betray, again renew the Strife. 
The Vigour of th’ impatient Pack retard 
No Clamour loud, no frantic Joy be heard, 
Left the wild Hound run gadding, and fpoil All, 
® Untractable, nor hear thy chiding Call. 
Now gently put her off, fee how fhe flies 
To her known Mufe, and there in Covert lies. 
Here bring thy Hounds, again thy Sport begin, 
But without Hafte, and calmly lay ’em in. 
Now low they ftoop, and feem to plow the Ground, 
With greedy Noftrils fnuff the Steam around, 
Like Winds let loofe, when their dark Cavern’s 
drawn, 
They burft away, and fweep the ar Lawn, 
Hope gives them Wings, while fhe’s fpurr’d on by 
Fear, 
Men, Dogs, Hills, Rocks and Woods, the Chorus bear. 
Now, my brave Youths, give all your Souls to Joy! 
Strip for the Chace, and every Nerve employ! 
See how their Courfers, fleet as Mountain-Roes, 
The Carpet fkim, nor where they went difclofe. 
They ftrain to lead the Field, with Pride elate 
Bound o’er the Ditch, or top the ftrong-barr’d Gate. 
| The Riders guide the Rein with utmoft Heed, 
By Turns indulge, or moderate their Speed. 
No Grief, no Difappointment now appears ; 
Where are the Wrongs, Vexations, Sicknefs, Cares ? 
Let Wealthand Sorrow plague *bove half Mankind ; 
Here, with the panting Winds, they lag behind. 
Hunt {man 
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Huntfman obferve, if in a mazy Wheel, 
In one continued Round perfifting ftill ; 
Shell ‘foil the Track; but if before the Wind 
She urge her Courfe, the Tafk lefs hard you'll find. 
Like fome poor Wretch in Exile doom’d to roam, 
The frighted Chace late leaves her deareft Home ; 
Ah! never to return !—fhe bears away-—— 
Grim Death exults fecure to feize his Prey. 
fark! from yon Covert, where above the Copfe 
The afpiring Oaks arife, the Ivy’s Props. , 
‘What glorious Triumphs burft in every Gale, 
The Hunter’s Shouts our ravifh’d Ears affail. 
The clanging Horns fwell their fweet:winding Notes, 
The Pack, wide-op’ning, rend their trembling 
Throats ; . 
From Tree to Tree the Cry redoubling bounds, 
And winged Zephyrs waft the floating Sounds. 
Affiictive Birch the School-boy now defies, 
Unheeds his Mafter’s Call, and fcamp’ring flies. 
The weary Traveller his Road forgets, 
And climbs th’ adjacent Hills, and toils and fweats. 
The Clods not now the Hind’s keen Plow-fhare 
breaks, 
His bleating Flocks the Shepherd too forfakes, 
Men, Boys, and Girls, run from the Town amaz’d, 
And fpread the Plain by the fweet Frenzy’ feiz’d. 
Look how fhe pants! and thro’ yon op’ning Glade, 
Slips glancing by, and does their Force evade. 
The puzzling Pack at this their Ardour raife, 
Unravel Wile by Wile, Maze within Maze. 
Slily the fRirts the Bound, retraéts her Clue, 
And tho’ the flies the F oe, feems to pursue. 
| Let 
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Let Fools deny that Brutes have Rea/on’s Pow’r, 
Tis Reafon’s Self, or it is fomething more. 
By Heav’n they all their Stratagems are taught, 
Beyond the fhort Extent of Human Thought. 

But hold!—lI fee her from her Covert break ; 
Pond’ring and doubtful what new Courfe to take. 
Sad on yon little Eminence fhe fits, 
Liftens with one Ear rais’d, and ftarts by Fits ; 
Hoping t’ efcape the fierce blood-thirfty Crew, 
That ftill urge on, and ftill her Dread renew. 
Infult her fore Diftrefs, and mock her Fear, 
As in loud Peals the gath’ring Storm draws near ; 
Her Fears prevail, fhe flies a-crofs the Plain, 
Or ftrives the Mountains Summit to regain. 
Nor Ships with Winds and Tide urg’d on with Hafte, 
And all -their-Canvafs Wings feud half fo faft. 
Once more ye jovial Train with Vigour lead, _ 
And to the utmoft urge your Courfers Speed. 
We fcour along, now in Oblivion lott ; 
With pleafing Hurry, and Confufion tof. 
The patient Pack, untir’d, hang on the Scent, 
And climb the fteepy Hill, on Prey intent. 
Ardent we follow, and our Steeds we gore, 
Till panting wethe Hill attain once more, 
There breathe a while, then pouring down:again, 
Precipitant. we {moke along the Plain. ‘ 
Happy the Man who with unrivall’d Speed, 
Can pafs his Fellows, and with Joy proceed. 
And view the Pack who ftrive the Scent to cuide, 
Now this, now that, alternately prefide. 
To mark how. giddy Youth by Folly mov’d 
Oft babling errs, by wifer Age reprov’d, 


Nigeard 
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Niggard of Strength, the old Hound flags his Courfe, 
Tull fome important Point rouze al} his Force ; 
Or the Chace finks, then to the Head he {prings, 
And. Thirft of Glory feems to give him Wings, 
Onward he drives; from all the Prize doth bear——— 
——But now take heed, they {top in full Career. 
Yon crowding Flocks that a Diftance graze, 
Have foil’d the Turf, and form’d anew the Maze. 
- Behold how bufily works that old Hound, 
Trufts not his Senfe, but draws a wider Round, 
Hark now the Chorus fills, (the Chace in V iéw) 
As Bells witheld a while their Peat renew, 
The tuneful Thunder now rolls high in Air, 
See how they tofs and full of Rage appear. 
Their eager Hafte forefhews redoubled F light, 
They’re check’d—hold back— they flourith—yet *tis: 

Right, 
Beneath the driving. Storm the Stubbles bend, 
And the faint Chace draws almoft to an End. 
She vifits all her Haunts to find out Rett, 
Where late fhe rang’d with Love and Plenty bleft, 
Ah! now fhe reels along! fee there the goes! 
Her feeble Gait, ber inward Weaknefs fhews, 
How black the looks, nought can her Death prevent, 
The Sweat that clogs the Pores fcarce leaves a Scent: 
And now fee! fee! the flies in open View, 
The Hounds ftretch every Nerve, with Joy purfue, 
How quick fhe turns! eludes their gaping Jaws, 
And Breath far-{pent a Moment longer draws. 
Till by the Pack enclos’d, with Infant cries, 
She yields her Life, and there reluctant dies, 
D So 
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So crue] Bachanals with Fury warr’d, 
On Thracian Orpheus, poor ill-fated Bard! 
Loud was the Cry, Hills, Woods, and Hebrus’ Shore, 
Return’d their Rage, and the dread Chorus bore. 
He flies from Place to Place, but flies in vain, 
They follow clofe, their cruel Thoughts retain. 
Panting and faint, o’erpow’r’d he dies away, 
To the relentlefs Crowd a bleeding Prey. 

The Hunt/man now her Entrails dafhes down, 
Her Heart yet quiv’ring to the Pack is thrown. 
Stretch’d on the Ground a mangled Coarfe fhe lies, 
Cold Death exults in her dim glaring Eyes : 

Aw’d by the Whip the Hounds around her bay, 

Or at their Mafter’s Feet wantonly play. 

On every Favourite they Applaufe beftow, 

With humble Adulation cow’ring low, 

With Cheeks full blown they wind her folemn Dirge, 

While the loud op’ning Pack the Concert urge. 

Hills, Caverns, Dales, and Fields, and campaign 
Grounds, 

Ecchoing return the fadly-pleafing Sounds, 

The Hare a puny Animal invites 

The youthful Train to rural calm Delights. 

But if fo mean a Prey the Sport difgrace, 

Turn to the nobler Grandeur of the Chace. 

Why on the Bank of Gemua (Indian Stream) 
Pavilions rife, and filken Streamers gleam ?: 

Why neighs the Horfe? why do the Crowd advance ? 
Why fhines the polifh’d Helm and pointed Lance? 
No Vifapour nor Golconda rebel, 
Nor the great Sophy comes, fierce, dreadful, fell. 

| No 
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No Glory fires to take the unlawful Prize, 
Or rob beneath War's {pecious Name and Guile. 
A nobler Caufe calls Aurengzebe to Arm S, 
No Towns or Cities fack’d, no dire Alarms. 
The Vidor lives unftung from Breach of Truft, 
And all Mankind fhall hail him Good and Fuft. 
For ’tis on Beafts that he exerts his Pow’r, 
On Beafts of Prey, full-fed with human Gore. 
From Debli’s Gates behold him great appear, 
And his throng’d Legions bright in Pomp of War, 
Clarions and Trumpets do his March precede, 
Breathe Martial Airs, and bold Defiance bid, 
High on aThrone, amid the radiant Blaze 
Of Gems and Goftl, fublime he fits at Eafe - 
Omrahs crowd round, and hail him like a God, 
And rein th’ Arabian Steed, and watch his Nod. 
And potent Rajahs who themfelves prefide 
O’er Realms of wide Extent, and Thoufands suide. 
Submifs his Looks attend, obey his Words, 
And Homage pay, alternate Slaves and Lords. 
Next the Su/tana’s of his Court appear, 
All chofen Beauties, but conceal’d with Care. 
_ Sad Punifhment for each intrufive Eye, 
(Oh cruel eaftern Law) to Look and Die. 
Had Kings the Power, and it could be done, 
*T were lefs fevere to rob us of the Sun. 
Th’ Artificer and Slave his Work forgets, 
Depeopled Deli mourns her empty Streets, 
Now at the Camp arriv’d, their Form he views, 
Thro’ Groves of Spears his Eye the Line purfues. 
Their Numbers more than when great Ammon’s Son, 
The Vaffal World from mighty Porzs won, 
D 2 Nor 
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Nor Xerxes Hoft more numerous were than thefe, 
W hich from th’ unpeopled Haj he pour’d on Greece. 

Mean while the Hunter-Train the Ground mark 

out | ; 
Full many a League inCompafs round about. 
Large Provinces to glut Ambition’s Fill, 
Could nobler Reafon bound Man’s erring Will. 
Now in clofe Divan fit the might Guides, 
He on his Throne high-eminent prefides, 
His Mandate gives, and do’s from Records trace, 
The ancient Rules and Orders of the Chace. 
With Rev’rence low and proftrate at his Feet, 
His irreverfible Decrees they meet. 
Which if they vary claim their forfeit Heads, 
Now his brave Bands each to his Station leads. 
In Parties they encamp around the Plains, 
A circle Form where decent Order reigns, 
What thefe command, thofe execute with Care, 
In all tue ftriéteft Dilcipline of War. 
His high Refolves thro’ ev’ry Party roll, 
- Each Motion fteer, and animate the Whole. 
So mift the Spheres the Orb of Light is feen, 
On all he fhines and rules the great Machine. 

Fer yet the Morn has drove the Mifts away, 
The ‘Prumpet’s Sound falutes the op’ning Day. 
Now high in Air th’ imperial Standard flows, 

On waich the Gold like Light far-beaming glows. 
Emblazon’c rich with Gems, whofe brighter Gleam, 
Thre’ the dun Gloom meteoroufly ftream, 
The Soldier’s Shouts, and all the Inftruments of 
War, | 
Fui the vaft Concave ficating thro’ the Air. 4 
Scar’d 
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Scar’d at the Blaft the Lion thakes his Paws, 
And Bits unchew’d drop from his trembling Jaws. 
Now the embattel’d Troop right onward comes, _ 
To martial Harmony, Fifes, Cornets, Drums ; 
That to bold Deeds th’ advent’rous Wartior warms, 
And rouzeand ftir the fleepy Soul to Arms, 
In Parties here and there o’er Hill and Dale, 
The vig’rous Hunters the wild Brutes affail. 
Strong faithful Dogs around their Matters wait, 
Bold, able to invert impending Fate. | 
They drive the Savages from every Den, 
No Covert or no Hole remains unfeen. 
Inceffant Shouts renew the Beafts amaze, 
And gleaming Forefts feem one mingling Blaze. 
Lyons and Pards Man’s Force no more withftand, 
Like Flocks of Sheep they fly the flaming Brand. 
Boars, Tygers, Bears, and Wolves, a dreadful Throng 
Of Foes, indignant, growling, ftalk along : 
But Vengeance ftill hangs pealing on their Rear, 
And pointed Death prefented from the Spear. 
Soon as the Night’s dark Veil forbids the Chace, 
Their circling Camps in even Ranks they place. 
The Guards are fet, the Fires afcending rife, 
And paint with ruddy Light the dufky Skies, 
So round fome //land’s Shore of large Extent, 
When the Dark Gloom doth clearer Views prevent ; 
Waves breaking on the Rocks, like Flames expire, 
And feem a Bulwark of furrounding Fire, 

What dreadful Howlings, and what hideous Roar, 
Difturb thofe peaceful Shades ? where late before 
The tuneful Bird had chear’d the lift’ning Grove 
With fweet Complainings of negleéted Love, 

Oft 
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Oft they the Guards affail, as oft repell’d, 
They fly reluctant, by their Valour quell’d, 
Then, with hot boiling Rage, they {nuff the Air, 
Stung to the Quick, and mad with wild Defpair. 
Thus Day.by Day they {till the Chace renew, 
Till the Cirque leffens to a fhorter View. 
They fee the Wall, hemm’d in on every Side, 
Their Fury burfts, they ’mongft them{felves divide. 
From Man they turn, and point their ill-judg’d Rage, 
And with their Fellow Brutes fad Warfare wage. 
Grap’ling, with Teeth and Fangs, their Furs they tear, 
Lyons on Tygers, Wolves upon the Bear. 
Horrible Difcord!—till the backward Crowd 
Their Quarrel end, and follow fhouting loud. 
At once their Wrath fubfides, all Difcord’s fled, 
The lordly Lyon hangs his drooping Head. 
The furious Pard from Man’s dread Vifage flies, 
Nor bears one Glance of his commanding Eyes. 
Thus Beafts in Emblems to Mankind exprefs, 
How abject is a Tyrant in Diftrefs! 
At laft within a narrow Plain confin’d, 

A lifted Field for bloody Deeds defign’d. 
An Amphitheatre more great than Rome 
Could boaft, to welcome all her Vi€tors Home. 
Hither in Heaps appall’d, and quite difmay’d, 
‘Drive the poor, trembling, ftarting Herd afraid. 
Sheath’d in refulgent Arms a Noble Band, — 
Advance, refolv’d their Fury to withftand : 
Who from Jmperial Blood their Lineage trace, 
Here early ftrive t’ affert their Royal Race ; 
And equal in great Aéts th’ Heroick Dead 
E’er on their Chins the Callow Down is {pread, 

_ Proudly 
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Proudly on bold Arabian Courfers bore, 
That dauntlefs hear the'Zion’s dreadful Roar. 
Their Slaves on Foot with Jav’lins arm’d attend, 
For on their Care the youthful Hopes depend. 
They fear, alas! but Fear for him alone, ~ 
And, to redeem his Life} would lofe their own. 
The Prince from his high Throne beholds his Race, 
Revolving in his Mind what once He was. 
In Spring of Life—— Parental Foys arife 
Flufh in his Cheeks, and melting in his Eyes. 
The Trumpets Charge now warms the H eroes Breatfts, 
The Shouts of Hofts, and Howlings of the Beafts, 
The Welkin rend, Darts flying to and fro, 
Gall fore the brutal Bands, gor’d thro’ and thro’: 
Drove to the laft when fainting Nature fails 
Their Courage rifes, and Defpair prevails. 
Their Eyes dart Fire fwol’n up with furious Rage, 
Boldly they rufh, and with the Chiefs engage. 
They with broad Shields between, th’ Attack receive, 
And each devoted Head with Falchions cleave. 
The grinning Monfters on the Ground hie flain, 
And their foul Gore defiles the verdant Plain. 
The Slaves with Spears, the dreadful Toil divide, 
Strike at the Mouth, or pierce the tough thick Hide. 
Roaring, the King of Brutes refigns his Breath, _ 
And the fierce rugged Bear grumbles in Death, » 

Nor can the Pard, tho’ fpotted, gay retreat, 
Or fave himfelf from unrelenting Fate: 
The Battel bleeds, grim Slaughter ftalks away, 
Glutting her greedy Jaws, grins o’er her Prey, 
Men, Horfes, Dogs, lie tumbled o’er and o’er, 
_ A ftrange promifcuous Carnage drench’d in Gore, 

| With 
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With fierce Affaule the Few that yet remain, 
Contend to break th’ unforc’d Line in vain. 
Others, whom felf-preferving Wiles infpire, 
Behind the Bodies of the Slain retire. 
And now had Heaven but pleas’d to doom their F ate, 
The mighty Work of Death had been compleat : 
And Aurengzebe, to indulge the cruel Chace, 
By one dread Frown extinguifh’d half their Race. 
When lo! Divinely dright, and Heavenly fair, 
The bright Sultanas of the Court appear ; 
And to his ravifh’d Eyes their Charms difplay, 
Beauties that are too rarely feen by Day. 
Lowly they bend the vanquith’d Hott to fave, 
Who can deny when fuppliant Beauties crave ? 
The well-train’d Troops op’ning at his Command, 
Leave them a Void t” efcape on either Hand : 
Away they fy, upborn on Wings of Fear, 
To feek their late Abodes on Mountains near. 

Ye proud Oppreffors, who exult in Pow’r 
*Gainft the Brute Race exert your fierceft Lore. 
(Robbers like you) with them wage guiltlefs War, 
But learn from urengzebe Mankind to fpare. 
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te Albion's We, in glorious Edgar’s Reign. 

Whole Forefts turn’d to Fleets launch’d on the 
Main, | 

Lord of the Deep, there deign’d his Laws to give 

The Britifo Monarch’s great Prerogative. 

a: The 
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The Dane, and bold Norwegian, ftood amaz’d, 

Gnafhing their Teeth in vain, at Diftance gaz’d, 

He fcour’d the Seas, and to remoteft Shores, 

Rich Commerce flourifh’d, and with bufy Oars 

They dath’d the Surge, the trembling Cor fair fled, 

And {welling Sails adminifter’d their Aid. all 

Nor lefs his Care at Land, from cruel Foes 

Potent, his Subjeét’s Guardian he arofe. 

Not only fav’d them from impending Shocks, 

But from rapacious Savages their Flocks, 

Cambria’s proud Kings, reluctant, Tribute bore, 

Wolves, Head on Head, till the Woods yield ng 

more, - 

The focial Troops now more fecurely graze, 

And glad the Shepherds with their large Encreafe, 

Their curling Fleeces whiten’d all the Plains ; 

But yet alas! the wily Fox remains 

A fubtle pilfering Foe in Midnight Shade, 

Proling around, and wakeful to invade. 

The poor defencelefs Lamb, feiz’d by his Arts, 

With {weet warm Blood a rich Repatte imparts. 

The Ewe, her Treafure loft, roves round the Plain, 

Thro’ the dun Night, and darkling, bleats in vain. 

While Philomel, herfelf devoid of Reft, 

(A Parent once ’till Churls defpoil’d her N eft) 

_Do’s in Conjunction let her Sorrows flow, 

In fweeter Notes, and more melodious Woe. 
Huntfman, ne’er let thefe nightly Thieves have 

Eafe, 3 

How brave to bring the Felon to Difgrace! 

E’er yet the Morning’s Dawn peep, gloomy grey, 

Or Stars retire from the firft Bluth of Day. 

ab a E With 
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With thy far-ecchoing Voice thy Pack alarm, 
And bid thy bold Compeers arife and arm. 
Then to th’ entangling Grafs, or Furze Bufh guide, 
Thy Hounds adorn’d with many-colour’d Pride. 
See how they range difpers’d, now here, now there, 
And ftrive with curious Nofe their Foe to rear. 
Hark! on the Drag I hear their doubtful Notes, 
The Prelude of a Cry fwell’d from their Throats. 
As ftragling Armies at the Trumpet’s Sound, 
Prefs to their Standard, and encircle round. 
Here all repair, and hurry thro” the Copfe, 
With hafty Steps, rufhing, and full of Hopes. 

Now driven on by Heaps they pufh, they ftrive, 
And the rank Villain from his Kennel drive. 

See how he fkulks, flick at the Shepherd’s Coft, 
And plump with Meals on many Lambkins loft. 
Tho’ his high Brufh, tipt white, moft gayly fhines, 
He’ll rue his Fate e’er the bright Sun declines. 

See his Avenger in the Chace proceed, 

Thirft for his Blood, and feize his forfeit Head. 

— Heav’ as! what melodious — how beat our 
Hearts ! 

And what tumultuous Joy the Chace imparts! 

Big with foft Harmony each loaded Gale, 

‘To Iift’ning Groves repeats the tuneful Tale. 

From Wood to Wood, then in loud Roars they 

break, 

"The Foreft thunders, and the Mountains fhake. 
*The Chorus fwells; lefs various, and lefs fweet, 

The trilling Notes which in thefe Groves we meet. 

When feather’d Chorrifters falute the Spring, 
| And i in each Bath in pleafing Confort fing. 
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Or when the Matter’s Hand his Feaft prepares, 
And bids the fweet Flute breathe in foft-ftrain’d Airs. 
All Mufick’s Powers in one Organ join’d, 
An univerfal Minjftrelfey combirn’d. 
Each Earth he tries, fome friendly Covert wants———— 
—Each Door is barr’>d—now for pure Air he pants. 
Hark !—thro’ the Groves—what Shouts our Ears de- 

light ? 
He breaks away, thrill Horns proclaim his Flight. 
Each ftragling Cur ftrains o’er the dewy Lawn, 
And Foy aad "Thinaene now begin to dawn. 
Now my drave Youths indulge the gen’rous Steed, 
Flourifh the Whip and urge his utmoft Speed. 
In Madnefs of Delight your Pears forget, 
Nor think of Dangers that ye once have met. 
In dang’rous Couric far o’er the Hills we range, 
But Couraiie never lets the brave Man change: 
The Stream in Eddies whirling gives no Pain s- 
The Ditch wide gaping threatens Death in vain. 
The Shepherd crawls along the craggy Steep, 
And clings to every Twig ; but down we {weeps 


~/ As fwoops the Falcon bold his Prey to pounce, 


By the fwift Motion flung, we mount at once, 
Up the Opponent Hill, like Ships on Seas, 
That fink, or rife aloft by juft Degrees. 
Firft down the Wave, and then on high they’re born, 
Ride on the Billows, and defy the Storm. 
What Lengths we pals! where will the Chace 
next lead? 
We fly as Swallows o’er the new-fhorn Mead : 
See the Pack prefs juftling in clofe Array, 


Then more diffufe, obliquely wheel away. 
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So Cranes, with wanton Wing oft change their Road, 
Whilft their loud Clang rebounds from Cloud to 
Cloud. 
How far behind the wearied Hunter Crew, 
Wide ftragling o’er the Plain {carcely purfue, 
_ The panting Courfer now begins to reel, 
His trembling Nerves the goring Spur oft feel. 
He fnorts, he foams, his laft Effort is {train’d, 
‘Phe Sweat runs down his Sides, with Blood diftain’d. 
Look back, and the fad Profpeé foon will thew 
The fad Confufion of the Vale below. 
See yon poor Jade that fcarce his Rider bears, 
Whilft he impatient vainly frets and fwears ; 
Harrows his mangl’d Sides with galling Spurs ; 
His fuif unpliant Limbs no more he ftirs ; 
For every cruel Curfe returns a Groan: 
And Sobs, and Faints, and Breathlefs, lays him 
down. | 
Who griefiefs views that pamper’d Steed appear ? 
Fiis Mafter’s Joy, his Minion, and his Care. 
Well cloath’d, with every nicer Cate well fed, 
Who at the firft without a Rival led 
‘The Chace, now a fad Speétacle mutt pais, 
Of Pride brought low drove like a pannier’d Afs. 
While thefe with loofen’d Rein and dangling Heel, 
On Palfreys hang that with their Weight fcarce reel]. 
What biting Thoughts th’ abandon’d Crew tor- 
ment! 
Old feeble Age laments his Vigour fpent. | 
The tall, plump, brawny Youth, warm for the Sport, 
Curfes his Bulk, and envies now the Short. 


A chofen | 
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A chofen few alone enjoy the Spoil, 

Nor drop, nor faint beneath the pleafine Toil, 

—RHere from this Height obferve yon Birds of Prey— 

If I can judge the Villain lurks that Way. 

They hover round and claim him as their Due, 

Was I not right, fee there he creeps in View, ‘ 

His Bruth he drags, and {weeps the Mire impure, 

His Tongue unmoiften’d hangs, Death’s Symptoms 
fure ! i) | , 

—Hah! yet he fliese—once more their Flopes bes | 
guiles— 

But one Loofe more, and vain are all his Wiles. 

Hark! thro’ yon Village now the Clamour bounds, 

Cots, Barns, and Elms, return the joyous Sounds, 

Thro’ every Homeftall, every Yard, he flies, 

And all his Midnight Walks forlorn he tries ; 

_Slily thro’ all his ancient Holes he {neaks, 

And plunging wades befimear’d thro’ every Jakes, 

But fondly hopes to his laft Refuge flown, 

In a fuperior Stench to lofe his own. 

True to the Track the Hounds ftil] keep in View, 

With Peals of ecchoing Vengeance clofe purfue, 

And now diftrefs’d no fhelt’ring Covert near, 

Into the Hen-rooft creeps, to hide his Fear. 

The Walls with Gore diftain’d attett his Guilt, 

There Villain too, thy own is to be {pilt. 

And foon from thence the Pack with Clamour louds 

Drag out their Prey, and feaft upon his Blood. 

To {peak his Death, each founding Horn employ ; 

And let th’ affembled Village thout for Joy. 

The Farmer fees his Foe ftretch’d at his Feet, 

And with Applaufe the glorious Deed doth meet: . 

| Our 
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Our Toil he with a fhort Repaft beguiles, 
And in the Glafs the Liquid Amber fmiles. 
‘His good old Mate her Bounty does afford, 
And with choice Viands heaps the lib’ral Board. 
Here mutt the Mufe cenfure that Crowd of State, 
Due to the vain Profufion of the Great. 
The num’rous Pack that covers all the Plain, 
Pompous Incumb’rance! Ufelefs, idle, vain. 
The Fox, fafe in the Number of his Foes, 
Full well his Safety and Advantage knows. 
Hunting them Step by Step himfelf flinks back, 
And flily creeps thro’ the fame beaten Track ; 
Then views with Extafy the Throng all croft, 
In their own Footfteps puzzled, foil’d, and loft. 
So when proud Eajtern Kings {eek War's Abodes, 
-Unpeopling half the Globe, they flock in Crowds. 
But when the Day of Battle calls them forth 
To charge the well-train’d Foe, and try their Worth, 
One chofen Band of Vet’rans routs them all, 
In Heaps confus’d, by their own Arms they fall. 
Nor Hounds alone deftroy this noxious Brood, 
The Warrener new Wiles tries for their Blood. 
At Clofe of Day drags out his Trail, then round, 
Pares thin the clofe graz’d Turf from off the Ground: 
Then lays his Springs, which fly if once they're preft, 
_ By the unwary Tread of Man or Beaft. 
The indented Steel the Felon holds with Pain, 
He grins, and ftruggles hard, butall in vain : 
Yet oft *tis known the Fox, t” avoid the Strife, 
Has with a Limb compounded for his Life. - 
But if in the deep Pitfall plung’d he lies, 
There’s no Efcape, but unrepriev’d he dies. 
) His 
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His reeking Carcafe hangs, bleach’d high in Air, 
The Sport of Clowns, and the glad Shepherd’s Feer. 
Not even the King of Brutes can Fate evade, 

But by the wily African’s betray’d. | 
When orient Beams the Morning paint with Fire, 
The Race, carnivorous, full gorg’d retire 

To darkfome Cells, fatiate, and fnoring then 
O’er dripping Offals both of Bea/ts and Men. — 
The painful Forefer climbs Mountains high, 
Whofe Tops, with Cedars crown’d, aflail the Sky: 
There, where the craggy Rocks, and Thickets ftand, 
Trembling, he views his Footfteps in the Sand, 
Hither his watchful Bands he doth invite, 

And low into the Ground they fink a Pit. . 

Then in the midft they raife a Column higher, 

And place a Lamb, juft ravifh’d. from its Sire. 
The next a Wall they build of Stones and Ground, 
The dreadful Precipice encircling round. 

Now when the Shades of Night, defcending low, 
Hang dufky, low’ring, o’er the Mountain’s Brow. 
Keen Hunger, Thirft of Blood, the Beaft uprear, 
He fhakes his Side, flow rifing from his Lair. | 

He ope’s his rav’nous Paws dittain’d with Gore, 
The Forefts tremble at his dreadful Roar : 

O’erjoy’d he hears the bleating Lambkin’s Pain, ~ 
That claims the friendly Shepherd’s Care in vain ; 
And feeks with piteous Moan the foodful Teat, 
Himfelf, alas! defign’d another’s Meat. 

For now the greedy Brute winding his Prey 

Eager, impatient, furious bears away : 

hen o’er the Mound he leaps, certain to feize, 
4\nd headlong plunges in the deep Aby&, 
| What 
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What dothy Fye-balls flathing Fire avail! 
Or lathing thy Broad Sides with Length of Tail! 
Thy Jaws befmear’d with Blood and Offals crude ; 
Thy fhaggy Main, the Terror of the Wood! 

Thy ftately Port, and thy enormous Size, 

Since all thy Strength is foil’d by Man’s Device ? 
Unequal Strife, when Beafs with Men engage ! 
And Sov’reign Reason combats brutal Race. 

The Exbiopian to hot Climes confin’d, 

A Pitfall frames, but of a different Kind, 

With Poles o’er the wide Mouth, and Hurdles flight, 
A Floor of Turf to guard it from the Sight, 

And Flowers that delufive Smiling fhew, 
Concealing the deep Grave that yawns below. 
Then Bows of different Trees and Shrubs they cut, 
Surcharg’d with various Kinds of tempting Fruit. 
The downy Peach, and the grape-clutt’ring Vine, 
~The Orange, fragrant, with bright Golden Rine; 
Soon as the Ev’ning grey advances, flow, 
Sprinkling with kindly Dews, the Glebe below. 
From Shades, the Elephant majeftick ftrides, 

In the cool Stream to lave his panting Sides, 

Or tafte the cooler Breeze thro’ every Pore, 

That breathes delightful from the Sea-beat Shore. 
Joyous he fcents the fweet, the rich Repaft, 
Unweeting of the Death he meets at laft. 

Soon he devours the Fruit, (a greedy Thief) 

But ah! tco dearly bought!—the Price is Life ! 
For trembling now falls in the treach’rous Ground, 
The Beaft, felf finking, drops in the Profound. 
So when di/ated Vapours Earth divide, 

If chance the cavern’d Turf thrinking fubfide ; 

| And 
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And thethin Surface yield it larger Room, 

Down finks at once ingulph’d the pond’rous Dome. 

Delufive Man! what Wiles dof thou difclofe | 

Artful to kill (dull Race !) thy favage Foes ? 

Fierce from his Lair, f prings forth the fpeckled Pard, 

Thirfting for Blood, whom nothing can retard, 

The Huntfman flies, but trufts not Flight alone : 

At Diftance fixe, a polifh’d Mirror’s thewn. 

The furious Brute as eager he purfues, 

Spots againft Spots, in his own Image views, 

Another Pard his briftly Whifkers curls, | 

Grins as he erins, and the fame Threat’nings hurls, 

Ope’s wide, as he diftends his deadly Paws, 

Himfelf oppos’d with his own Fangs and Claws ; 

The Huntfman ftrikes his Spear, now, not afraid, 

He dies ; and with him dies his rival Shade. 

bus Man innum’rous Engines forms t’undo & 

The favage Kind, and make their Number few: 

But moft he’s aided by the docile Horfe, a 

| Who as Confederate, joins all hisForce, 

He moft annoys his Brethren of the Plain, 

Without his Aid, the Hunter’s Arts are vain. ° 

Him the fierce 4rab mounts, with bold Compeers, 

Hunts where the Traveller by Magnets fteers, » ~ 

Yet often he, immerft, and loft on Land, | 

Is wreck’d in the high-rolling Waves ofSand,. } ° 

Whilft from the Storm thefe {wiftly fly away, ” # 

And {couring round make Men and Beatts their Prey, | 

The grifly Boar is fingled from the reft, 

Lar§er than was the Erimanthian Bealt. 

Round him, they pafling, Ay in Circles wide, 

And each a Feather’d Death {ends to his Side, . 
EF But 
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But dang’rous the Attempt, hard to prevail, 
For if the Steed his flipp’ry Footing fail, © 
The watchful Beaft will at that Inftant join, 
And at one fide-long Glance rip up his Groin. — 
Wounded, he rears aloft, flies from his Foes, 
And headlong from his Back his Rider throws: 
Then bleeding, fpurns the dufty Ground amain, 
And drags his reeking Entrails o’er the Plain. 
The Monfter trots, but with unequal Speed, 
And his ftill recent Wounds in Torrents bleed: 
The Darts upon his Back feem like a Wood, 
Stage’ring, he falls—Expires in Foam and Blood. 
Where roves the Mufe? intent on antique Strains, 
Whilft yet the Roya Stac unfung remains. 
Tread with refpectful Awe WINDSOR’s green 
Glades, , 
Where Denham, tuneful Bard! once charm’d the 
Shades. 
Where Pope, infpir’d with true Promethean Fire, 
Late deign’d to touch the fweetly-warbling Lyre. 
Grant me, ye Nive! the happy, humble Mean, . 
~ What their full Sickles leave, fubmifs to Glean., 
The Sun that gilds the Tow’rs with trembling Ray, 
Views not in all his Courfe, a Scene fo gay, 
As when on WINDSOR’s verdant graffy Plain, 
’ Fit for the Chace, he fees the Courtiy Train, 
Heroick Youths in Arts and Arms renown’d, 
And faireft Nymphs with Heav’nly Beauty crown’d, 
Pride of our Jfe, where dwells the Queen of Love. 
And for tbefe Shades deferts her Paphian Grove. 
In proud Parade Magnificent th’ appear, 
And prefs around the Royat Happy Parr. 
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Great in themfelves, fuperior they finile, 
Nor can external Shew their Thoughts beguile : 
Wohilft their Gay Court, their inbred Virtues grace, 
And Sov’ reign Power in brighteft Luftre place, 
In far lefs Pomp do Laftern Monarchs ride, 
In Gold and Gems, and all their Tinfel Pride, 
Like Troops of Amazons around their Cars, 
Delightful, gay, the Female Band appears. 
But not in rms, like thofe of old they go, 
Untkill’d to wield the Sword, or bend the Bow, 
Their Eyes with furer Aim give prefent Pain, 
The Royal Offspring lead the {plendid Train. 
Anna like Summer Suns doth Warmth impart, 
And like the Light’ning keen fires ev ry Heart, 
And more than common Mortals muft be they, » 
Who unconcern’d can bear the piercing Ray. 
Amevta milder than the blufhing Morn, 
Whom /weeteft, fofteft, Beauty doth adorn : 
With equal Pow’r infenfibly fucceeds, 
And in joft Chains her willing Captives leads. 
Illuttrious Virgins! whofe viétorious Charms, 
Without defcent from Heroes great in Arms, 
Had taught the Monarchs of the World to fue, 
_ And pay Devoirs to fuch vaft Beauty due. , 
But who is he frefh as a new-blown Ro/2, 
Or Lillies that their op ning Sweets difclofe ? 
He reins his docile Bard with manly Grace, - 
Is it Adonis ready for the Chace ? 
Or Britain's fecond Hope?—Hail blooming Youth, — 
Replete with Beauty, Grace, and unftain’d Truth. 
May all your Virtues with your Years encreafe, 
Nor your bright Fame in after Ages ceale. 
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As Mutes around the mighty Sultan wait, 
With Eyes dejeét, ready to meet their Fate ; 
No Voice, no Sound, the hallow’d Walls affail, 
But awful Silence rules the wide Serail. 
Mute, and unmov’d, the Pack, thus cow’ring lye, 
While the gay Court, and Royal Pair pafs by. 
But foon the winding Horn, and Hunt{man’s Voice, 
Let loofe the Chorus, and the Hounds rejoice. | 
Soft-laughing Pleafure now all Care beguiles, 
Foy {preads its Wings, and the bright Morning fmiles. 

UnHARBOUR’D, now the Royal Stag forfakes 
His wonted Lair; his dappled Sides he fhakes. 
What doubling Shifts he tries! not more the Hare! 
The full-mouth’d Pack now thunder in his Rear. 
The Woods reply unto the Huntfman’s Shouts, 
And the ftrong Sound thro’ Glades and Forefts floats. 
Now merrily they chant! all joyous feem ! 
Their Noftrils deep, inhale the grateful Steam, 
So loud their Cry, their Harmony fo fine, 
Statefmen and Warriors in the Chorus join. 
Each Age, each Sex, confefs their fole Delight, 
And in the Concert Heav’n and Earth unite. 
How happy’s Man when he’s himfelf no more, 
When all the Pangs that grind his Soul are o’er, 
When they, in deep Od/ivion loft, remain, 
And yield an Interval, and Eafe from Pain, 

See, the {wift Courfer ftrains, or wheels around, 
Fits Hoofs fecurely beat the folid Ground ; 
Who fears the Pitfall] now, by Pleafure led ? 
Who dreads the Bog foft-yielding to the Tread? 
All now is plain———plain as the Sea-lav’d Strand, 
That ftretches far beneath the rocky Land. 
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Glades, croffing Glades, our greedy Eyes purfue, 
The Foreft opens to our wand’ring View. 
Our King’s Command—Ty rants the World divide,— 
His the more glorious Part to check their Pride. 
When War is huth’d, (as erft victorious Rome) 
T’employ his fration’d Legions here at Home. 
To fmooth the Wildernef;, the Fen to drain 
To raife the Slope, the Hillock to make plain, 
To Nature a new pleafing Face impart, © 
And aid her with th’ Embellifhments of Art. 
How melts my beating Heart asI behold 
The Fair, pufh on the Steed, gay, {prightly, bold. 
O’er rough, o’er fmooth, nor need the fteepy Hill, 
"And in th’ extended Vale {weep onward ftill. 
Their Garments loofely waving in the Wind, 
A Flufh of Beauty in their Cheeks you find. 
While at their Sides their penfive Lovers wait, 
Direct their dubious Courfe, anxious of Fate. 
O! grant, indulgent Heav’n, no rifing Storm, 
May with black Wings the glorious Scene deform. 
Shou’d this but hap,———-vain were the Cave I ween, 
That charm’d to lawlefs Love the Tyrian Queen, 
For Britain’s virtuous Nymphs fecurely {tray — 
In the dun Gloom, as in the Face of Day. 
The Stag thro’ Woods, Bogs, and the fmoother 
Plain, 
Has meafur’d half the Foreft but in vain. 
Tho’ far he caft the ling’ring Pack behind, 
His haggard Fancy ftill the Foe he’ll find, 
The fatal Cry doth ftill new Fears impart, 
Iniults his Ears, and wounds his trembling Heart. 
; So 
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So the poor haunted Wretch the Spectre views, 
Moves as he moves, and as he flies purfues, 
See here his Slot, up yon green Hill he’s gone, 
Pants on its Brow a while with piteous Moan, 
Then fadly backwards cafts his Eyes again 
On his Purfuers, cov’ring all the Plain. 
But wrung with Anguihh foon the Sight doth fail, 
He fhoots the Steep, and /weats along the Vale. 
Then mingles with the Herd, who dread his Lore, 
Where once he reign’d, and with exalted Pow’r. 


But the bafe Herd have learn’d Men’s Ways and 


Senfe, : | 
And with rebellious Aim they chace him thence. 
Black and Jmboft the Huntfman doth him know, 
Nor are the Hounds miftaken in their Foe. 

The Scent, familiar grown, increafes ftill, 

And adds but to their Appetite to kill. 

Then with redoubled Speed he bounds away, 

The Crew hang on the Track, and claim their Prey. 

- If happ’ly then he foils theireager Hafte, 

And the gay courtly Train behind are caft, 

Soon as the Huntiman’s clanging Whip they hear, | 

Paffive. they.ftand, {topping in full-Career. 

Unmov'd, quite-humble, and-obfequious grown, 

Asif.by ftern Mdedufa-gaz’d to Stone, 

So at their Gen’ral’s Voice have Armies ftood, 

In full Purfuiit, and check’d their Thirft of Blood. 

Soon at the King’s Command, like >eeamis more 

{trong, 

If damm/’d awhile, they foam and pour along. 

The panting Stag now fees his Foes again, 

And once more hears aftunn’d the dreadful Din. 
Trem- 
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Tremblings in ev’ry Limb his Terror fhew, 
He ftarts, he bounds, each Bufh prefents a Foe. 

-Prefs’d by the frefh Relay and eager Chace, 
Breathlefs and faint he faulters in his Pace. 

He fobs appall’d and lifts his Limbs with Pain, 
That, wearied, f{carce their heavy Load fuftain. 
But foon he rears his Front, if prying Eyes, 
Perchance his Situation, fad, furprize. 

With ill diffembled Vigour runs a while, 

And the weak Forefter ftrives to beguile, 

So Tapers watte their laft Remains of Fire, 
Shine forth a while, and, as they blaze, expire. 
Redoubling Thunders bello w thro’ the Plain, 
And now the moving Storm grows thick amain, . 
Shrill-warbling Horns a pleafing Sound create, 
And loudly prelude his approaching Fate. 

_Now he exerts his Strength--ftrains hard--trots high-- 
Hemm’d in—befieg’d.—Now whither fhall he fly 2 
Refolv’d on Death he rufhes on his Foes, 

_ And deals his Deaths around in dreadful Blows. 

Beneath his Feet thefe Wretched grov’ling lie, 

Thofe by his Antlers gor’d enfanguin’d die, ~ 

Th’ Encounter quit! ye nobler Train have done! 

And think your Lives your Country’s Due alone, 

As now aloof they ftand, he doth prepare, 

By fome great Deed their dreadful Force to dare. 

Upon the broken Pack he charges home, 

That driven fly, then o’er the Turf doth-roam. 

He /cents the Stream, thither with utmoft Force ; 

He flies, as his laft Refuge and Refource. | 

Then plunging in the Flood, the Soil he takes, 

And with his Strength opponent Currents breaks. 

(Like 
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(Like Ships diftrefs’d, and tofs’d by Waves and Winds) 
On a {mall Ifland’s Verge fure Aid he finds. 
There fkulks his Nofe, above the Water toft, 
Draws vital Air, allelfe conceal’d and loft. 
In vain the Pack the River’s Margin meet, 
Or cut the liquid Wave with Oary Feet, 
The Scent doth from the gliding Wave retire, 
And his contraéted Pores but fcarce perfpire. 
Vain doth the careful Huntfman ftretch and ftrain 
His lab’ring Lungs—He puffs his Cheeks in vain, 
At length a Bloodhound bold, averfe to fpare, 
And exquifite of Senfe winds him from far, 
Headlong he leaps into the Flood, his Throat 
Wide op’ning fends amain, a joyful Note. 
Then fearlefs down beneath the Wave doth fhoot, 
Hangs on his Haunch, and wounds th’ unhappyBrute. 
Sorely diftrefs’d, he flounders in the more, 
And, ftruggling, ftrives to mount the {teepy Shore. 
If he but hap’ly once more get away 
Amid’ the Willow-Groves he ftands at Bay. 
With Tranfport fir’d, the Pack the Deep regain; 
While fome crawl up the flipp’ry Bank with Pain. - 
The Stag returns like Wounds, maintains his Poft ; | 
So Cor/airs board a Ship from Africk’s Coatt. 
Fis bloody Crew upon the Deck divides : 
Thefe in the Deep drop fhort, thofe reach her Sides. 
While thofe on board urge on the Work of Fate, 
The Matter bold, prefs’d to his laft Retreat. 
Fils Foes and Wealth refolves to fink, moft brave, 
Together both, beneath the whelming Wave. 
The Stag thus plunges in the Flood below, 
Immers’d in one deep Gulph himfelf and Foe. 

Ber 
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E’er yet he drives into the difmal Plight, 
In wild Diforder once more views the Light. 
Beneath a Weight of Woe diftrefs’d he groans, 
The Tears run trickling, and loud found his Moans : 
Nor weeps in vain ; the King beholds his Cafe, 
O'ercome with Tendernefs, he yields him Grace, 
At his Command, the Pack rebuk’d away, 
Retire fubmifs, and grumbling, quit their Prey. 
GreAT Prince! what may thy Subjeéts hope 
from thee, | 
Since even Brutes by you are rendred free ? 
O Heav’n-born Mercy that all Men adore, 
Thou great, thou bef Prerogative of Pow’r! 
Juftice may guard the Throne, but Mercy lures, 
And on a Rock of Adamant fecures. 
Soon as you fimile the noify Tumults ceafe, 
And all the foaming Uproar finks in Peace. 
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Wee of Earth is form’d, returns to Earth, 
Plants, Animals, diffolv’d almoft in Birth, 


Of all the whole maserial Ma/s we view, 
Fach Object’s ever changing, ever new. 
Man’s soul alone, that Particle divine, % 
*Mongtit Wrecks of Worlds doth ttill diftinguifh’d fhine. 
Hence great the Diff’rence ’twixt the Beafts that ceafe, 
And God’s bright Image Man’s immortal Race. 
The Brute Creation all to him accrues, 
Subfervient to his Power, made for his Ufe, 
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Thefe he preferves, as hurtful thofe he'll kill, 
Their Fate alone dependant on his Wil. 
If not,—(as erft the Samian Sage did teach, 
And Indian Brachmab’s now as vainly preach.) 
Nothing but rav’nous Brutes would e’er be feen © 
In the fmall fcanty Space of this Terrence. 
The Kinds would fail fhould he not fave the Breed, 
And Man again on Roots and Acorns feed. 
Shiv’ring, forlorn, thro’ dreary Defarts range, 
To every Solace deftitute and ftrange. 

The prudent Huntfman for his Pack will find 
Stull freth Recruits, and propagate their Kind, 
As Scions from the Root we daily fee, 
New Honours yielding to the Parent Tree, 
Far-fam’d, thofe Hounds by Princes fhall be fhewn: 
Flis Hand prefents an acceptable Boon, 

E’er thro’ the Ram the Sun hath gone his Round, 
Or Earth her Bofom to the Weftern Gale unbound. 
_ When Feather’d Troops in focial Leagues caretft, 
Select their Mates, or the Rook builds her Neft. 
The wanton Female of thy Pack await, 
Vhat curls her Tail, and courts her pye ball’d Mate. 
No Reft fhe takes, her Eyes flath Fires impure, 
And furious goading Love admits no Cure. 
In fep’rate Cells a while reftrain their Joy, 
Left Civil Wars thy peaceful State annoy, 
if left at large, and free from all Confine, 
Lhe growling Rivals in dread Battle join. 
The antient Heroes on Scamander’s Stream, 
Lefs furious fought for the bright Spartan Dame. 
Stretch’d on the Ground thy fav’rite Hound they'll 
The Kennel will a Field of Blood appear. [tear ; 
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Like fome unhappy Town where Parties rage, 
And, all confus’d, in Civil Broils engage: 
Whilft with her bloody Scourge fell Difcord ftands, 
They ftain in mutual Deaths their impious Hands, 
The Braveft ftill the only Victims prove ; 
Such are the dire Effeéts of lawlefs Love. 

Huntfman, by timely Care thefe Ills prevent, 
Let with her Paramour each Dame be pent. 
There clofe confin’d, and let her roam to none, - 
But in Conubial Leagues join him alone. 
hink what his Fathers did in former Time, 
Chiefs of the Pack, and firft the Rock toclimb 3 
Or plunge into the Deep, or thread the Brake, 
Or thro’ fharp-pointed Thorns their Courfe to take, 
Then with fagacious, true, unerring Eyes, 
Careful, obferve his Shape, Sort, Colour, Size. 
Drive the vain Babbler headlong from the Throng, 
Ever loquacious, ever in the Wrong. 
Fis Offspring in thy Ears will raife rude Storms, - 
With loud Impertinence and falfe Alarms, 
Nor lefs the fhifting Cur avoid, that devious flies 
To the next Hedge—there every Mufe he tries, 
If happ’ly there he crofs the {centful Steam, 
He flies, vain-glorious of the Pack fupreme. 
His Comrades far behind, on Prey intent, 
Labour and ftrain to climb the fteep Afcent : 
Which when they reach, his Courage he doth lofe, 
Behind he lags, doom’d to the fatal Noofe! 
What can be hop’d from fuch, but Broods moft bafe 
Of Coward Curs, a frantick, vagrant Race ? 
When the third Moon hath gone its nightly Round, 
Without Lacina’s Aid thy Hopes are crown’d, 
: G 2 With 
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With fharp fhort Pangs, in Lighe thou fooa wilt find 
The fmoaking Litter, crawling, helplefs, blind. 
Nature their Guide, the Way by Inftiné& thews ; 
They feck the pouting Teat that plenteous flows. 
Soon as the Dam hath form’d ’em to your View, 
The Marks of their Progenitors purfue. 
All thefe fele& but to the merc’lefs Flood, 
Expofe the Refufe, nor the Sire o’erload. 
Bat if the Brood unwilling to deftroy, 
A fofter Parent as a Nurfe employ. 
The Alien Offspring fhe will cherifh kind, 
And thou her hofpitable Love fhall find, 

If Frolick now their Cell they leave and trace’ 
With Nerves improv’d on Turf the mimic Chace. 
Courfing around, their Safety foon devife, 

And to thy Friends commit the valued Prize, 
The ruftic Dames fhall in their Laps receive, 
Thy growing Hopes, and fome great Title give. 
But cautious here their youthful Ardour check, 
Nor let yhe giddy Younker haunt the Brake. 
_ Or unexperienc’d tothe Woods reforr, 
Where dodging Conies revel round and fport. 
He’tt ftint his Growth, fuch vicious Habits coma 
As thy Correétion never fhall reclaim, 
Lead totheField when to fullStrength they’re grown, 
Not all at once, nor fingle and alone. 
But as thy cooler Pridende fhall defign, 
Select a few, well-form’d to Diicipline. 
To thofe weak, feeble, young, in Confort tack, 
The fianch and fieady Sages of thy Pack. 
By long Experience virsteh | in all the Wiles, 
With which the various Chace our Hope beguiles. 
T he 
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The youthful Train eafy the Tafk abides, 
When Inftinct prompts, and when Example guides, 
If he too forward prefs, with ruling Lath, 
Correct his Hafte, his wanton Mood abafh. 
But if in wary Guife he ftoep behind, 
And doth no guide but his own Noftril mind, 
Give him full Scope to work, or here or there, 
And loudly ’plaud his Patience and his Care. 
Thy Pupil foon thou fhale a Leader view, 
And all the lift’ning Pack his Call purfue. 

Oft lead them forth where wanton Lambkins play, 
Or near. their bleating Dams with Pleafure ftray, 
If he prefumptuous Bay the crowding Train, 
Or drive ’em {catter’d o’er the verdant Plain. 
In the foul Fact attach’d, and caught at laft, 
To the ftrong Ram tie the Offender fatt. 
His horn’d Companion, fearful, firft will bound, 
And drag him, trembling, o’er the rugged Ground : 
Till wish his Load fatigu’d he’ll turn upon’t,. 
Inceffant peal the Wretch with his hard Front. 
Till breathlefs ftretch’d upon the Turf he lie, 
With Lafh on Lafh his bleeding Sides then ply, 
With Voice harfh-ecchoing from the Hills ae 
His dreadful vile Offence inculcate loud, 
Sooner fhall Doves affault their Foes, the Hawks, 
Than he once more difturb the peaceful Flocks, 
In tender Age thus fuppliant Youth is train’d, 
As curious Artifts pliant Ofiers bend, 
Or Potters do in various Shapes array, 
And various Forms, their foft and duétile Clay, 

Nor is’t enough rightly the Breed to rear, 
But to preferve mutt be the Huntfman’s Care, 
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The ftanch old Hounds, tho’ but in N umber few, 
Of great Account, thall oft untie the Clue. 
When Reajon at a Stand, puzzling is croft, 
Or all thy boafted Art is vain and Joft. 
Over clogging Fallows, or dry plaifter’d Roads, 
O’er floated Meads, or thro? the Shrubgrown Woods. 
O’er Fields diftain’d, where Flocks rank-{centing ftray, 
Thefe, ftill fagacious, lead the dubious Way. 
As Party Chiefs in Senates that prefide, 
With Speech and Reafon the mad Vulgar guide. 
So thefe direct the Pack, whofe Cry makes known, 
And loudly boafts Difcoy’ries not their own, 

Unnumber d Accidents and difmal Deeds, 
Attend thy Pack, and hover o’er their Heads, 
And point the Way to Death: few live fo long, 
As ancient Arcus grac’d in Home R’s Song, 
Kind Brute! not-even Minerva’s Influence, 
Could hide thy. Maiter from thy nicer Senfe, 
Dying, his Lord he own’d, his Image feiz’d, 
With eager Eyes, then clos’d thofe Eyes well pleas’d. 
_ Of leffer Ills the Mufe declines to fing, 
_ For which each Groom a Remedy can bring, 
But oh! what Care can ftop that Bane accur{t! 
Mapness, terrific Peft? of Ills the worft > 
That blafts the Huntfman’s Hopes, and Ruin f preads, 
Thro’ all the unpeopled Kennel where it leads, 
More fatal‘than the Viper’s Bite ; or Sting 
Of Spiders Seamen from Apulia bring, 
For that a tuneful Remedy abounds, 
Heal’d by the pleafing Antidote of Sounds. 

When Syrivs and the Sun the Surface cleave, 
Vifit thy panting Pack, each Moru and Eve. 
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If in dark Mood, he views his wonted Meat, 
Retiring to fome clofe obfcure Retreat ; 
With Speed remove the poor infe@tious Wretch, 
And on the Ground in Chains his Carcafe ftretch. 
Thus the the Difeafe Mankind cannot endure, 
Wife Caution may prevent, tho’ Art can't cure. 

But this neglected, foona Change you'll find, 
Confufion, Frenzy, Death, together join’d, 
Or as the Malady takes deeper Root, 
In dark Receffes pines the fenfelef Brute ; 
A melancholly, deep, and black Defpair, 
Upon his clowded Brow low-low’ring are, | 
The ambient Air from his half-op’ning Jaws, 
Infectious Froth and clammy Venom draws. 
His Head, and Eyes dim-glaz’d, both penfive droop, | 
His trembling Limbs beneath their Burthen {toop. 
Dumb, fpiritlefs, benumb’d, on Earth he’s caft, 
°Till Death attends and brings Relief at laft. 

If furious grown, more dreadful Scenes arife, 
And Madnefs reddens in his glaring Eyes. 
Like the wild Boar churning he foams uncheck’d, 
And on his Back his Briftles rife ere&. 
Fis Tailincurv’d, now downward {treight impends, 
With broken Howlings, harfh, and loud, he rends 
The Poifon-tainted Air,—his hoarfe Notes feize, 
Fach trembling Ear—he fnuffs th’ infectious Breeze ; 
Starting at his own Shade, aghatt he goes, 
Jealous, as if he deem’d the World his Foes. 
If hap’ly tow’rd the Stream he catt his Eyes, 
Cold Horror chills his Soul averfe he flies, 
Trembling, appall’d; to the Cell’s utmott Ground, 
Raving he runs, and deals Deftruction round, 
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The Pack fly diverfe; for with baleful Breath, 
Vengeful he dites, and ev’ry Bite is Death, 

If now perchance thro’ the weak Fence he ftray, 
Wide mouth’d far up the Wind he ftarts away. 
Inhales the cooling Breeze, nor Man nor Beat 
He fpares implacable all loofe their Ret 
The Hunter Hor/e affociate of his Sport, 

(Who to the Kennel’s Mound doth now refort. 
Crops the rank Mead, and lift’ning, joyful hears 
The chearing Cry falute his raptur’d Ears.) 

A Victim falls, unhappy Quadrupede ! 

No more thy Matter fhall applaud thy Speed, 
Nor with his Hand ftroke thy foft, dappled Sides, 
When vifiting thy Stall, or when he rides ; 

No more thy Neighings, as the Huntfmen wind, 
Shall glad his Heart, to Hounds in Confort join’d. 
For oh! within the rankling Venom lies, 
Inflam’d, the Courfer Sites the Ground, and DIES, 

Hence to the Village, with pernicious Hafte 
Baleful he bends his deadly Courfe at laft. 

The Village flies aghaft at the Alarm, 
The Mother hugs the Baby in her Arm. 

The Doors are barr’d—the Curs thro’ Inftin@& run 

From the contagious Bane, and Ruin fhun. 

The ruftic Bands are foon in Confiié join’d, 

The rude, Militia feize whate’er they find : 

Forks, Guns, old Swords, Clubs {trong and large, 
And on the Foe from ev’ry Quarter charge ; 

Lill Wounds on Wounds come pouring on fo faft, 
At one fhort poifonous Gafp he breathes his laft. 

Fience to the Kennel, Mufe, return and fhew, 
With heavy Heart.that Hofpital of Woe; 
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Where Horror ftalks at large both N ight and Day, ° 
And Death infatiate growd/ing o’er his Prey. 
How bufy art thou Fate? thy Wrath fevere, 
The Dying and the Dead alike they fhare, 
Over thefe the Living fight with endlefs Broil, 
Not confcious why they urge the bloody Toil. . 
So Drunkards in their Cups loud Jars maintain, | 
Nor {pare their Friends while fenfelefs Squabbles reign. - 
flunt/man, with Care avoid the Fell Debate, ’ 
And from the treach’rous Ground with Speed retreat. 
Unquench’d (as Veftals) let thy Flame abide ; 
The pointed Steel in the hot Embers hide. 
And if furpriz’d thou feel’ft the Venom’s Pow’r, 
Quick urge it home into the recent Sore, 
And cauterize the Wound ; this oft prevails, 
And VULCAN faves, when HESCULAPIUS fails. 
Here fhou’d the knowing Mufe recount a Chaffn 
To ftop this growing Plague from further Harm. 
And here each Hand a fov’reign Cure makes plain, 
And boafts Infallidility in vain, ~ ; 
On this depend Each to his fep’rate Seat. 
Confine, in Fetters bound ; give each his Meat 
Apart, and range ’em then in open Air, 
But if the deadly Symptoms ttill appear, 
Devote the Wretch, and facrifice his Blood, 
A gen’rous Victim for the PusiicK Goon. 
Sing Philofophic Mufe!—the Terrors {can 
Of this contagious Bite on haplefs Man. 
The ruftic Swains by long Tradition taught 
“Of Leeches old, who Nature’s Secrets fought, 
Soon as the deadly Bite imprefs’d they view, 
To the Sea-fhore, a toilfome Way purfue: 
| H 
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Plunging into the Flood—Of Safety fure, 
Th’ unhappy Youth now journies home fecure : 
But foon he’!] wifh the Seas did o’er him flow, 
Beneath the Surge, full many a Fathom low. 
A Fate more difmal will to this fucceed, 
And greater Ills hang hov’ring o’er his Head. 
When the Moon ends her Round with feeble Light, 
Or when fhe comes anew to glad the Night: 
‘Or when in Heav’ns high Vault full orb’d the fhines> 
The lurking Peft the dire Affault begins. 
The pois’nous Foam inftill’d with hoftile Rage, 
Th’ arterial fluid, fiercely doth engage. 
Then its Cobefion broke, the raddy Wave 
Fermenting boils, and doth tempeftuous heave. 
Inteftine War enfues, each Sinew burns, 
And ftrigteft Order to Confufion turns. 
The Uproar now the Veffels fcarce contain, 
The Stomach fuffers moft, and tender Brain. 
His fluct’ring Pulfe now varies, now returns, 
Penfive and fad his crue] Fate he mourns. 
Of trembling Nerves, and wand’rigg pungent Pain, 
Efe to his weeping Friends laments in vain. 
To Anger prone, refents each flight Offence, 
Walks with quick Step, and Frenzy rules o’er Senfe. 
For, like the Dog whofe Bite convey’d the Bane, 
Raving he foams, and How/s and Barks the fame. 
Thofe Objects to one View his Mind confine, 
Fiis Nature and his Actions all Canine. 
so as old Homer fung, th’ Affociates wild, 
Of Jihacus, by Circe’s Charms beguil’d. 
To Swines transform’d ran gruntling thro’ the Groves, 

Examples to the Wretch that wicked proves ; 
| See 
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See there diftrefs’d he lies, parch’d up with 7, birft 
_And wou’d whole Oceans fwallow if he durft. 
Till his fad Soul doth from her Dungeon ftray, 
And to fome purer Region wings her Way. 

Bright Maid! to thee ftill nate Toils belong, 
‘Another Element demands thy Song. 
No more o’er craggy Steeps urge on thy Fate, 
Or Coverts thick with Briars incricate. 
With Horn and Voice thy painful Pack affail, 
But fkim with wanton Wing th’ irriguous Vale. 
Where winding Streams amid the Meadows f{tray, 
Perpetual glide along, in Murm’ring play: 
By which the Willow Banks are undermin’d, 
Gloomy Retreat of the bright /caly Kind; 
Where they at Will on wat’ry Sedges graze, 
Suck the moift Soil, or flumber at their Eafe. 
Rock’d by the Brook that rolls in gentle Floods 
Its humid Train, and laves their dark Abodes, | 
Where rages not Oppreffion ?—all are fure-——~ 
Or where, alas! is Innocence fecure ? 
Rapine, and Spoil in Deeps unfathom’d ftrike ; 
Seas have their Sharks, and Ponds the rav’nous Pike, 
He in his Turn becomes a Prey at betft ; 
On him doth the amphibious Or rer featft. 
And equal is the Doom the Wretch hath found, 
But Tyrants of all Sorts will own no Bound. 
The Perch, defencelefs, yields, with Back moft fharp, 
Nor burnith’d Mail proteéts the yellow Carp. 
Nor Art th’ infinuating £e/ can fave, 
Tho’ buried in a flimy, muddy Grave. 
Nor can the fpotted Trout efcape from him, 
The River’s Pride, and Beauty of the Stream, 

H 2 They 


[ 60 ] 

They to his Search remorfelefs Victims fall ; 
This Pillager infatiate fwallows all. 
The Owner mourns his Lofs, doth gladly view 
The Huntfman follow’d by the jovial Crew 
That march upon the Banks in gay Parade, 
With bearded Lances arm’d; and far difplay’d. 

This fubtle Spoiler of the Beaver Kind, 
Perhaps within fome hollow Trunk’s confin’d, 
Where antient Alders fhade the deep {till Pool ; 
He forms his Wicker Couch conceal’d and cool. 
Whence his long Purlieu at one View is fhewn, 
Lord of the Stream, and all the Shoals his owy. 
But you, brave Youths! difpute the Felon’s Claim, 
And let the bufy Pack fearch all the Stream. 
Bid Rocks, and Caves, and each refounding Shore 
Return your bold Defiance in a Roar. | 
On the foft Sand, fee there his Seal imprett, 
And on that Bank the Leavings of his Feaft, 
Now o’er yon Marth, where the dank Steam afcends, _ 
His Courfe the fly Goofe-footed Proler bends.- 
To trail him to his Couch thy Pack prepare, 
Hark! the loud Peal now loads the trembling Air. 
Ye Natads fair that o’er thefe Floods prefide, 
No more your Heads beneath the Waters hide. 
Uhe harmonious Sounds with the fmooth River float, 
The Creeks and hellow Rocks return each Note. 
Our Joys reiterated 6’er and o’er, * ; 
Improving as they waft from Shore to Shore. 
- What Shouts! what Clamour loud! how ftrong, yet 

82y, 
The Sounds that urge thro” breathing Bra/s their 
Way. ; i 
: Pes |. 


[ 61 | 
In fprightlier Strains, not Zriton’s Mufick glides, 
When Neptune o’er the Deep in Triumph rides, 
The Fifhy Steams doth now their Scent invade, 
That cling rank-fcenting unto every Blade, 
See how they fweep the humid Morning Dews, © 
While from behind a Track oblique purfues, 
Now eager, vig’rous, on firm Land they range, 
Or plunging, for the Flood tumultuous change, 
With quick Senfation now the Vapour moves, 
Each in loud Symphonies his Rapture proves, 
Yon hollow Trunk that to the Wave pays Court 
Mutt be the Tyrant’s dread Abode and Fort, . 
Thefe climb—whilft others at the Bottom bay ; 
He’s down—the Bubbles mark his Way ; 
Here let thy Nets firmly and quick be fet ; 
Into the fhelt’ring Deeps ftop his Retreat, D 
Ah! there he Vents !— now headlong plunge the 
Pack, 

And Spears portended threaten at his Back. 
The Surge indignant foams from Shore to Shore, . 
And Tumult reigns around, and loud Uproar, 
Ah! there he Vents once more! {carce breathes at 

~ moft, 
That Hound has feiz’d—they fink—together loft, 
See there he flies half-drown’d,—once more got loofe, 
And climbs the Bank diftain’d with Blood and Ouze. 
By Nature or long Ufe he beft can bear, | 
Of all the Brutes the Want of vital Air, ’, 
Beneath the Stream unequal is the Fight, 
Yet there he lives not long, but feeks the Light. 
Again he Vents, again the Crowd attack, | 
And now a Spear hath pierc’d his Neck or Back. 
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The bearded Lance is fix’d, the Waves around, 
(Unwelcome Gueft!) all Crimfon fpeak his Wound. 
With him it finks beneath, where’er he flies, 
Sure Guide to ev’ry Foe, with him doth rife. 
Now the cold Stream affliéts his tender Wound, 
He feeks the Bank,—and Men and Dogs furround. 
Pierc’d thro’ and thro’ not any Part they fpare, 
But on their Lances lift him high in Air, 
In gaily-warbling Strains now tothe Skies 
The Horn proclaims his Fate, he dies, he dies. 
Rejoice ye fcaly Tribe, Freedom reftore, 
Dance o’er the Wave, the Tyrant is no more. 
Secure, did not fome of your Kind remain, 
And Man, fierce Man, his former Wiles retain. 
O Happy! if ye knew your dappy State, 
Ye Rangers of the fields, {mil’d on by Fate. 
For whom Boon Nature fhews each varying Drefs, 
And every Element confpires to blefs. 
What if no Marble Heroes on ye frown, 
Nor Rapuaet’s Works your plain thatch’d Houfes 
crown. 
Or T1T1an’s Tints on plaifter’d Walls are loft, 
The Meaneft theie may fee at others Coft. 
May gaze, and feaft at Will our wond’ring Eyes, 
Nor more the Owner joys the dear-bought Prize, 
But vain, alas! is /Vealth, with Pow’r ungrac’d, 
The flow’ry Landfcape, and the Dome well plac’d. 
With Vifta’s op’ning to the wearied Eye, 
That round his large Domains encircling lye. 
- The planted Grove, the fhrubby Wilderne/s, 
The warbling Choir, with true Repose can’t bleis. 
Nor give th’ ambitious Wretch the leaft Delight, 
Whofe anxious Soul is Zerrow’d Day and Night. 
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Longing he mourns and pines for pageant State, 
Until his Princes Favour makes him great. 
A Circle form, ye Vulgar jeave your Homes ; 
See there he comes, th’ exalted Jdol comes! 
Each fawning Slave to Earth devoutly bows, 
From ev’ry Mouth the naufeous Flatt’ry flows, 
For which he doth his Promifes return: 
Vain Promifes! that die as foon as Jorn. 
Vile Intercourfe! where Virtue hath no Place 
Frown but the Monarch, all his Glories ceafe. 
He mingles with the Throng, out-caft, undone ; 
The Pageant of a Day, Friendly alone, 
For tho’ they éa/R’d, in his Meridian fhine, 
The Insects vanifh as his Beams decline. 

Not fuch our Friends, no dark Intrigues we ftart, 
No wicked Jut’reft bribes the venal Heart; 
But {nclination to our Bofom leads, 
And there for Life the happy Partner weds. 
Our focial Cups that all our Cares beguile 
Open, and unreferv’d, fmile as we fmile. 
_ From Malice free our inmoft Souls we ipeaks, 
Mirth {mooths each Brow, and glows onev’ ‘Ty Cheek. 

O Happiness fincere! who'd with for State, 
Or tread the flipp’ry Pavements of the Great? 
Who wou’d the galling Load of Pow’r endure, 
That thus can reign, unenvied and fecure 2 

Ye Guardian Poo’ rs that make Mankind your 

Care, 
Let me in Nature’s hidden Secrets fhare. 
Trace each mytterious Caufe, read wifely o’er 
Th’ expanded Volume, and fubmifs adore 
‘ The 
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The great Creative Will, that did convene, 
And at a Word {poke forth the wond’rous Scene. 
But if my Soul, to this grofs Clay confin’d 
Flutters on Earth with lefs ambitious Mind: 
Unfkill’d from Orb to Orb devious to ftray, 
Where NEWTON (greateft Mortal) leads the Way, 
And view with piercing Eyes the grand Machine, 
Where Worlds o’er Worlds fubfervient ftill are feen 
To HIM, who vei!’d in Majefty above | 
Gives Light toall, and bids the Syftem move, 
And changeful Seafons in their Turns advance, 
Unmov’d, unchang’d Him/elf by Force or Chance. 
Yet this at leaft, free from all Noife and Strife, 
Grant me propitious, an inglorious Life. 
Calm and ferene,—and Wealth and Honour grant, 
To raife my Friends, preventing mode? Want. 
But if to crown my Joys, my Cheeks fhall fhine, 
Ruddy, and bloom ev’n in my Life’s Decline. 

The Fields, and Woods, and Streams, each tow ring 
. Hill, | 

And Vale fhall to my Chorus eccho ftill. 
My Hounds and Horn with joyful Note and Sound 
Shall wake the Morn, and glad th’ Horizon round, 


f.f V.T.$ 


Mtvey, % eal 
Eg! te 
a uy # 


a 7 ee. ve i 


A a a cS eA ae Re SNe a ag le 


~*~ 
s 
Tl) faa” 


a me, five! as 


~ 4 


